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" Now for the juice/' he said, setting out on another
tour of the graveyard. Just as Eddie put the last
touches to his repairs, he returned with an old petrol
tin which he had filled by draining into it the last
dregs of petrol left in the tanks of wrecked vehicles.
Dave poured half into his own tank, and handed the
remainder to Eddie. Then he gave the starter a
couple of kicks. The engine burst into life.

" Didn't I tell you I'd have a bike ? " Dave shouted
in triumph. " There isn't much in the way of repairs
to a motor-cycle that beats this little fellow . . .
How are you getting on, Eddie ? Ruined it for life
yet ? "

Eddie replied with a kick at his starter. The
response was a faint splutter, and after a few seconds
the engine died away. He kicked again with the
same result. Dave, whose engine was behaving per-
fectly, grinned at his companion in derision.

" What's wrong, despatch rider ? " he said. " Want
any help ? Don't worry. There'll be an A.A. scout
along presently."

His sarcasm spurred Eddie to a particularly vicious
kick. As the engine coughed hesitatingly he tried to
coax it into song by twisting the accelerator grip with
his hand. It continued to splutter in fits and starts,
threatening every moment to expire, and Eddie only
contrived to keep it going by skilful turns of the
twist-grip.

" I always said I could deliver a message by the
time you'd started your bike," continued Dave, enjoy-
ing the situation immensely. " Pity there isn't a
garage handy, so you could get a good mechanic to
give it an overhaul. Probably only wants a slight
adjustment . . . Well, I'm going down to the beach.
Why don't you come along and see an exhibition of
riding ? Better than wasting your time here."
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